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INTRODUCTORY 




gSlLi HERE is only one 
thing in the world worth win- 
ning — -A WOMAN, yet man 
attempts to ensnare no other 
quarry with such crude pitfalls. 
If the disciples of Nimrod and 
St. Peter went forth as poorly 
equipped as Cupid's cohorts, 
gibier and poisson would be 
rareties on even a Lucullian 



Before starting off on a fish- 
ing trip, the angler will spend 
days selecting gay - colored 
feather insects to attract the 
fish, hooks to catch them, nets 
to land them, and 
baskets in which 
to carry them 
home. Likewise 






nter burnishes 
gun, fills car- 
tridge shells, starves 
his dog, and arrays himself 
with canvas jacket, corduroy 
breeches, leather leggings, belt, 
and game bag, while his form 
bulges with revolvers and bowie 
knives. 

Crediting women with more 
cunning than a bass, and supe- 
rior craft to a rabbit — ^you won- 
der then why so many men, in- 
cluding most of the undesirable 
ones, succeed in becoming bene- 
dicts, and few, if any, are forced 




to dine or attend 
theater alone. The 
solution is found in the 
fundamental theory 
that, unlike bass and 
rabbit, WOMAN 
WANTS TO BE 
CAUGHT — a 

f-/ . . . r 

Wise provision or 
nature that deserves the never- 
ending gratitude of masculine 
stupidity. 

Now then if women wish 
to be pursued, and men are as 
eager for the chase as a hound 
in leash, neither can consist- 
ently resent the voice of an 
ally, especially if the counselor 
claims to be neither oracle nor 



octopus, and with humility ad- 
mits that the source of his wis- 
dom is bitter disappointment 
and the envious observation of 

more richly gifted friends. 

Certainly the man who 
has acquired any de- 





gree of skill by whatsoever 
means, and refuses to transmit 
his lore to others, is as despic- 
able as that pathologist who 
might withhold a cancer cure 
from suffering and mystified 
humanity. 

To men who have won, the 
writer bows in covetous hom- 
age; to women who want to be 
won, he reverently dedicates his 



own best efforts, and to fellow 
Argonauts in quest of golden 
fleece, he modestly addresses the 
following hints. 
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DIAGNOSING 

THE 

CASES 




LjEFORE a physi- 
cian prescribes, he must first 
diagnose, for patients suffering 
from tonsilitis and eczema do 
not — at least to the minds of 



innocent laymen — receive the 
same pills as he who is afflicted 
with hangnails, nor will salve 
that is efficacious for inflamed 
eyelids stimulate a torpid liver. 
Returning to our parable of 
the fisherman and the hunter, 
a harpoon designed for 
whale is not adapted 



brook 
trout; nor 
will the seine that 
successfully snares 
cod and bluefish eri- 
mesh whitebait. Neither 
does the hunter use buck- 
shot for snipe, nor attempt 





to bring caribou within range 
by means of a duck-decoy. Pre- 
cisely the same sort of discrimi- 
nation is essentia! before we 
attack the feminine stronghold. 
Considered broadly, there are 
four groups into which most 




women may be classified— the 
CONCEITED, the SENTI- 
MENTAL, the MERCENA- 
RY, and the BLASfi. These 
are distinctive types, and none 
but a bungling knave could 



mistake them. Once having 
the species isolated, the admin- 
istration of a specific that will 
destroy the resistance of either 
variety is merely the application 
of a simple rule that must be 
accepted as the basic formula 
of this heart-breaking treatise — ■ 
TO APPEASE BABIES AND 
WOMEN, GIVE THEM 
WHAT THEY THINK 
THEY WANT. 

Intuitively you pass the baby 
a rattle or a nipple, so if you 




can likewise discern a wom- 
an's wants, you will need no 
prompter to say you shall give 
flattery to a conceited woman, 
promises of eternal fidelity to 
the sentimental one, precious 
gifts to the mercenary, and 





sensational thrills 
to her who is tor- 
mented with en- 
nui. 

Alas, this task 
would be com- 
pleted were these 
categories unfail- 
ing and the rules always fol- 
lowed; but just as the hybrid 
confuses the naturalist, so will 
the lover be perplexed when en- 
countering any one of the in- 
finite variety of complex and 
contradictory combinations of 
these four distinguishing attri- 
butes, which unite in a hopeless 
tangle to make some women's 
minds defy the hands of a dis- 



sector as successfully as a brier 
patch guards the secrets of its 
thorny and intricate puzzle. 

Not only do some women 
possess a blend of several or all 
of these characteristics, but in 
others the four moods are but 
poses for as many hours of the 
evening. Such a specimen is 
at least consistent for the mo- 
ment, and you have but to 
gratify her vary- 
ing whims as 
they are mani- 
fest. First give 
her subtle com- 
pliments, hugs 
next, then rubies, 
and lastly an au- 





tomobile 
smash-up. 
She may have tested the 
gamut of your resources, but at 
no time was your correct move 
a matter of doubt; and at last 
miladi is satisfied, requiring a 
more mobile captor, but no 
greater tactician than either of 
the four pronounced types. 



There remains a great snarl 
to unravel — the woman who 
will not fit exactly into any 
column of the most exhaustive 
tabulation. Her face is 
the lid over a caldron of 
seething elements that 
will not mix. She 
smiles, and you dare 



L, 





not advance; , 
she frowns, ^^^ 
and you are 
invited a step 
farther. When 
at last you per- 
ceive a vulnerable spot, you 
find it can only be reached 
by an impassable path, and 
you follow some easy trail for 
hours, only to find that it leads 
nowhere. She points out the 
way, but instantly mans the 
battlements. Bravery is born 
of your desperation, and think- 
ing to scale the wall you order 
a charge and plunge forward, 
when down comes the port- 
cullis, up goes the drawbridge, 




and miladi 
screams with 
laughter as you 
splash into the 
moat. 

The terms 
of surrender 
may be entirely 
satisfactory, but there must be 
a battle before the lady capitu- 
lates. She may consent to an 
armistice and accept a long 
parley in place of actual hostil- 
ities; but without some pre- 
tense of resistance, Cupid would 
be hailed before a court-mar- 
tial and shot at sunrise with 
her own fair hands. 

The first problem in such a 



dilemma is to sound for the 
dominant quality in a chord of 
many notes and play in har- 
mony with that key, never per- 
mitting yourself to be distracted 
by the minor tones. It may 
be difficult, but let not even the 
most faint-hearted falter, for 
just as the hieroglyphics of 





Thebes and Karnak remain no 
longer mysteries to the scholar 
in Egyptology, so the most enig- 
matical woman, whose brain is 
a riot of conflicting ideals and 
colliding purposes, cannot al- 



ways baffle the serious investi- 
gator. 

Have the patient rolled into 
the X-ray room and send a 
shaft of violet light through her 
ribs. The result will startle 
you by its mediocrity. Equal 
parts of aggressive and passive 
gallantry mixed in a hollow- 
stemmed glass of effervescent 
grape juice is prescribed for 
such cases by most of the best 
practitioners. 

If, however, the patient re- 
sponds slowly to the 
treatment and your 




hope is almost gone, remember 
that in the final balance, a 
woman is always a woman. 
PRAISED BE ALLAH ! 
She may wear high heels and 
lisle hose which the wary bass 
and the elusive 





rabbit know not ; but the more 
important difference, already 
mentioned, will make her an 
easy prey at the end. 

A man would despise himself 
if he cast his line in a bowl of 
goldfish, or fired his rifle into a 
cage of canaries. It may be 
easier to shoot pigs in a Chicago 
stockyard than moose in the 
woods of Maine, but as you 
measure the merit of the game 
by the fight it offers, so you 




value a 
conquest 
by the 
wiles 
you've , 
over- 
come, 
Nor does 
the true 
sportsman 
esteem 
broiled ven- 
ison an d / 
roast boar' 
as more than 
incidents of the 
hunt. The de- 
light of it all is the kill, and 
the more desperate the struggle 



the better the fun, and the 
greater the glory; likewise the 
higher value attached to the 
brush. Ladies, therefore, I beg 
you to be artful. Oh, so art- 
ful, for without your finesse 
our most aggressive gallantry is 
wasted . Were I allowed to give 
my despairing brothers but two 
words of advice, they would be, 
PATIENCE and PERSEVER- 
ANCE. 




STERILIZING 

THE 

INSTRUMENTS 




[ EFORE we proceed 

farther, there are two male en- 
tries that have been protested 
by all women, and they might 
as well be disqualified before 
the start. They are the stingy 



man and the lazy man. The 
former may be so from poverty, 
and the latter from illness, it 
matters not. Push these hope- 
less contestants off the 
track for they will only 
retard the race and never 
reach the tape. The over- 





o 1 a t i o n . 
Were the 
allotment equal, 
there'd be at least 
a mate and a half 
for every man; but the Don 
Juan whose only hope is the 
numerical inequality of the 
sexes is unworthy of tutor- 
ing. Restricting ourselves to 
Lotharios whose chances of win- 
ning entitle them to coaching, 
let us continue: 

An intern who would per- 
form the simplest operation 
must have his instruments — 




probes, knives, 
saws, and nee- 
dles; and the 
surgeon who 
would suc- 
cessfully re- 
move a maid- 
en's heart, must be even more 
elaborately equipped. Curi- 
ously enough, most of the out- 
fit is furnished by Nature, and 
he has but to acquire sufficient 
skill to use it. A carefully pre- 
pared toilet and a modish ward- 
robe may be indispensable, yet 
they are merely the antiseptic 
gauze and the sterilized garments 
of the clinic. The real tri- 
umph of the operation depends 



upon four big carvers from the 
instrument case-STRENGTH, 
FLATTERY, GENEROS- 
ITY, and APPARENT SIN- 
CERITY. 

STRENGTH is that appeal 
to the animal instinct that, no 





'^-■i m mant, is ever 
present in even 
the most aes- 
thetic beings. 
It IS that syno- 
nym for health 
and endurance 
that shows itself 
in a warm hand 
grasp, a keen, 
bright sparkle of the eye, and 
a clear, pink glow to the 



skin. You know at once that 
thick red blood is being pumped 
through his aorta, and immedi- 
ately his vitality is contagious. 
Even the most ansemic woman 
will straighten up and involun- 
tarily draw closer to him as she 
feels a thrill of 
quicker pulsating ' 

fluid, no matter 
how diluted, in 
her own veins, for 
unaccountably as 
the transmission 
of a wireless tele- 
gram she has 
caught the message 
as she watched 
his deep chest ex- 




pand and followed his alert 
movements. 

It is not necessary to be an 
athlete, lift great weights and 
sprint to the click of a stop 
watch. Take vigorous exercise 
regularly, eat your fill of nour- 
ishing food, sleep at 
least eight hours 
every night with 
an open win- 
dow in the 
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room, and 
take a cold 
shower im- 
mediately on ris- 
ing. This rou- 
tine will give 
you the vigor to 
pose as a giant 
in the creative 
mind of a wom- 
an. Supplement 
it with an erect 
athletic swing to your walk 
and a discreet amount of bluster 
about your prowess, and she 
will soon have a gladiator on a 
pedestal. 

FLATTERY is that refine- 
ment of polite speech that en- 



carnage, an 



ables a beautiful woman to real- 
ize her charms, and an ugly one 
to imagine hers. It does no one 
harm and most people good. 
There is no more serviceable 
club in your golf bag, and it can 
be used on any woman whether 
you wish to drive, putt, or loft. 
Water can be poured into any 
bottle, but, of course, some 
hold more than others; so some 
women are surfeited early; but 
these examples are so rarely 
met with 
that atten- 
tion need 
merely be 
drawn to 
their occa- 





sional ex- 
istence. The 
generality of 
women are 
like huge 
flagons into 
which you 
might empty 
your lungs with- 
out ever a sign of their filling; 
or like cracked demijohns into 
which you might pour molasses 




for eternity without 
ever overflowing 
their necks. 

The task may be 
fatiguing and ap- 
pear futile, but such 
women have a different point 
of view, and to them a contin- 
ued shower of compliments is 
as essential as the temperature 
of a hothouse to northern roses. 
Upon the particular woman you 
are treating must depend the 
way you administer the drug. 
Some can swallow big, strong 
doses from a tablespoon, while 
others demand capsules and 



coated pills; but you might as 
well expect blessings from a 
Chinese idol without first hav- 
ing lit joss sticks on the altar, 
as anticipate much favor from 
a woman before whom you have 




never burned the incense of 
blandishment — and your re- 
wards, as with all crops, will be 
in precise ratio to the amount 
jp of planting you do. 

GENEROSITY is 

quality of 

less in height 

breadth that 

uishes a 




god from a pygmy. Not so 
much in the matter of stature 
as mentality. It is generosity 
in its freest interpretation. 
Women, by the environment of 
centuries, are small and nar- 
row. They want to be big 
and they admire bigness, just 
as everyone craves for that 
which he does not possess, so 
the man whose 
sympathy and ^^' 
money bags ''gO f^ 
are alike open '' 
to those who ' 
need their con- 
tents inspires al- 
most an idolatry 
in woman, to 




whom his mental and financial 
benevolence is as difEcult to 
understand as it is easy to ad- 
mire. 

It is not essential 
that you be a mil- 
lionaire — it is 
almost imper- 




ative that you are 
not, for the pos- 
sessor of immode- 
rate wealth usually 
has a correspondingly 
immoderate reluctance 
to part with it. Do 
not, however, infer 
that moneygitis and 
celibacy are insepar- 
able complications of 
the same disorder, for a stomach 
pump or a trocar will often 
remove furs, jewels and auto- 
mobiles from the most chronic 
case of congested wealth. 
There are trained nurses too 
who, for the sake of research 
work in swollen wallets, will- 





ingly minister at the bedside 
of patients in the last throes 
of facial deformity and con- 
versational paralysis. Others, 
even more intrepid, will brave 
the tertiary stages of heredi- 
tary bourgeoisie. This, how- 
ever, being neither a paper 



on incurable male afflictions 
nor a treatise on mercenary fe- 
male disorders, let us return to 
the theme. The man who never 
parleys over cab fare, who never 
scans the prices 
on a wine list 
or a la carte 
menu^ and who 
hibernates when 
he's broke, car- 
ries an infal- 
lible amulet 
against all 
feminine criti- 
cism. 

APPARENT 
SINCERITY is 
chiefly a co-at- 




tribute with 
flattery, but its 
presence must 
be felt with 
every incision 
man makes and 
every stitch he 
takes. UnUke the 
other weapons, this 
might better be spuri- 
ous than genuine, for 
an honest man wiJl 
come to bridges he cannot 
cross, and speeches that if ut- 
tered would choke him, and 
there must not be a moment's 
hesitation or the subterfuge 
will be detected. Imagine a 
man swearing that he loves a 




woman who looks like a rag 
bag in a cyclone, while a smile 
plays over his face; or vowing 
to be true as he says farewell, 
and then permitting himself to 
sneeze. In either case his fea- 
tures should be set to grim and 
immovable lines like a tragedy 
mask, and if he 
feels his adver- 
sary weakening 
before this un- 
real image, 
let him stifle 
his con- 
science and 
stuff more 
straw into 
the shirt and 





^ 
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trousers of his heroic effigy, for 
he, too, is arrayed against a 
vision more pyschic than real, 
and his shield is pitiably de- 
fenseless against the gardenias at 
her corsage, the sen-sen on her 
breath, and the rhinestone tiara 
in her coiffure. 

Skill in sincerity is acquired 
as it would be in archery — by 



practice. First, get a very stu- 
pid girl and shoot her full of 
love darts; then gradually aim 
at more difficult targets until 
you will finally be able to lie 
with the shameless face of a 
mine promoter, or a speculator 
in suburban real estate. At last 
you may rely upon a bull's eye 
at every shot, against even the 
most sophisticated of women. 
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DIETING 

THE 

CONCEITED 




|HE conceited wo- 
man not only relishes flattery, 
she requires it. As well expect 
shrubs to bud without rain, or 
clergymen to fatten without the 




guilty conscience of the tainted 
coin collectors in their parish. 
The lady is very beautiful, or 
at least has been told that she 
is so often she now believes it, 
and flattery is like morphine — 
the more you have the more 



you want and must have, so be 
liberal. 

Do not, however, imagine 
any sort of loosely constructed 
compliments will suffice, for 
that is a most grievous fallacy 
in the case. When a man has 
drunk wine all his life, he can 
tell at the first sip if the grapes 
therein were raised along the 
Rhine, or grew in the valley of 
the Loire; and so the woman 
whose charms have 
been praised from 
childhood is like- 
wise a connoisseur 
in blandishments. 
She has stood be- 
fore her mirror veri- 





fying the 

adulation she 

has received, 

so do not for an 

instant fall into 

the delusion that 

you are point 

ing out anythm 

new to her If 

there is a mole on ' 

the back of her neck, ' 

she knows it — for has she not 

a handglass as well as a pier 

mirror? 

She also knows her defects as 
well as a horse-trader who is 
trying to dispose of a nag with 
spavin, so guard yourself against 
comparing the lady's ear to a 



pearly pink sea shell if it is over- 
sized and lies not flatly against 
the side of her head, for she has 
wept hours over this blemish, 
and your well-intended simile 
may suggest Blue Points to her 
indignant sensibilities. 

And lastly, avoid generalities, 
for as women vary in their ca- 






pacity for flattery, so must even 
the gluttons be catered to indi- 
vidually. She has heard all 
about lips like cherries, cheeks 
like peaches, and a throat like 
a swan's — and bless you, she 
knows there are no feathers 
growing on her neck, nor any 



resemblance between her face 
and a fniit stand, so she calls 
your adulation rubbish and you 
a silly ass. Remember you are 
merely sparring for an opening, 
so first select some feature of 
her face or form that seems to 
you most nearly perfect, think 
up some bright, original remark 
that will show you are keenly 
aware of this trump she holds, 
and at the first 
lull in the con- 
versation offer her 
your studied bon 
mot with an air 
of perfect 
spontaneity. /gh 
She is ex- W% 




peering it as confidently as a 
performing seal who is thrown 
a fish after each stunt — but 
watch her wriggle I See her 
bite the edges of her fan like 
a seminary fi-eshman accept- 
ing her first invitation to dance, 
when you tell her that her long 
soft eyelashes gently opening 





and closing against each other 
remind you of a velvety butter- 
fly flapping its graceful wings. 
See her blush I You have 
picked the lock. Now rush in 
with abandon and kick over the 
chairs and table. Let there be 
no bounds to the extravagance 



of your ardor, for like a house of 
cards her sense of discrimination 
collapsed after your coup de mai- 
tre- You will no longer need a 
foil for attack, the lady is groggy, 
so ply her with more amor- 
ous twad- 
dle. Tell 





her you are an 
amateur painter 
and would like 
her to pose for the 
head; then pretend 
you are slightly 
embarrassed and 
whisper with re- 
gret what a loss 
art sustains when 
Mrs. Grundy prevents such a 
Venus from posing without such 
stupid accessories as diaphanous 
draperies and fig foliage. 

She may have fclt like a 
frapped magnum when you first 
took hold, but even that would 
succumb to the heat of a blast 
furnace. You cannot expect to 




cover a patient with blankets, 
baked bricks and hot-water bags 
and not have her temperature 
rise. Take her pulse. Great 
Lucifer I Is it a stove or a steam 



radiato 



you 



are embracing.? As 



well try to kill flames with kero- 
sene as shout for ice packs in 
this crisis. Unless you are clad 



with asbestos, drop everything 
and rush madly for a fire-alarm 
box, or you will be too late for 
even the ladders, and have to 
leap from a window and spatter 
yourself on the sidewalk. 

Perhaps you are brave to a 
heroic degree, fear not the most 
consuming conflagration, and 
wish to remain and shovel in 
compliments with all the merry 
abandon of a stoker on a trans- 
Atlantic liner. If so, send in a 





hurry call 
for an am- 
bulance, and 
order the 
driver to 
dash for the nearest marrying 
parson; but I warn you the 
lady is as voracious as a boa 
constrictor after a dormant fast. 
You need pity but are not en- 
titled to it. Be resigned, how- 
ever, for there is at least one 
ray of hope — we presupposed 



that she was very beautiful, so 
if you weary of passing her 
large platters of confectionery, 
you will always find your men 
friends willing to form relays 
and serve on the entertainment 
committee. 




ETHERIZING 

THE 

SENTIMENTAL 




ERE is a small wo- 
man — if she is both fat and 
sentimental you had better give 
ten grains of chloral and buy 
a ticket for Tangier. Let us, 




however, be optimistic 
nd presume her to be 

petite — something that 
suggests a small bowl of daffo- 
dils or a boutonniere of violets, 
and then let us administer a 
more delicate ansesthetic. 

You shake hands with her 
and your brute instinct prompts 
you to crush the tiny bones 



under the transparent skin of 
her fingers, but you look into 
her eyes — they seem too liquid 
to retain their globular form, 
too naive to express the hidden 
soul of a twentieth -century 
woman, and it you are not as 
calloused as the soles of a fisher- 
man's feet you will halt and 
salaam with the veneration of a 
Mohammedan priest. 

If you were 
sending 
her flow- 




American beauties and select 
tea roses or lilies of the valley. 
She seems ethereal, and the 
picture is incomplete without 
the fumes of a censer and the 
chords from an organ faintly 
echoing through 
some high vaulted 
nave. To take 
hold of her with 





your hands would seem like 
picking up a lump of sugar 
with the coal tongs, and you 
stand as perplexed as a pussy 
cat looking for the first time 
at a white mouse. 

That is but the stupidity of 
a novice, for the dear little doll 
has a real red heart, and even 
if it is under a glass globe she 
is just pining for some one to 
break them both. If you are 



an adept at opium smoking, 
this is the opportunity of your 
lifetime. Though entirely la- 
tent, this subject has for her 
characteristic symptom an en- 
largement of the 
imagination. 
^ Just as a 
fiddler 
■j scrapes his 
*W^j bow across 
the strings 
of his in- 
strument so 
you must not expect 
music if you thump 
the back of a violin as 
though it were a tom- 
tom. I tell you this 





lady has imagination — I swear 
it I Then do as I say and inflate 
her fancy as you would the gas 
bag of a balloon. The cost of 
cooking utensils and the rent of 
uptown flats will blight every 
blossom in her garden, so un- 




less, you possess the bitter cruel- 
ty of a blizzard, do not touch 
upon the waste in discarding 
soup meat, or the possibility of 
one maid doing all the work. 

Get right in an airship with 
this fragile vase and start for 
the clouds — ^select clouds that 



vary from pink to mauve for 
your landing. She will step 
out with a show of acclimati- 
zation that may startle you, and 
as you put your feet on the 
clouds you will, at first, have 
the sensation of sitting on an 
omelet souffle, but that will soon 
give way to temerity. You must 
now begin; tell her how you 
would like to roll her about in 
a geranium bed until she be- 
came no bigger 
than a caramel. 
Then you 
would shake 





a cocoanut from 
the tallest tree, line 
its shell with hum- 
ming-bird wings, 
and this would be 
her home I You 
would have the 
bees deliver honey 
at her door each 
morning, and she 
rose leaves for table cloths, 
and lilac petals for doilies. 
You'd kiss all day, and dream 
about kisses all night. 

If you are not quite ready to 
wed, you had better poultice 
the patient's left side, jump back 
in the airship and leave the lit- 
tle lady alone in the clouds, for 



might 



use 



the most acute inflammation has 
started in the region north-left 
of her solar plexus, and unless 
you want to be sued for breach 
of promise, there is no safe asy- 
lum within a thousand miles. 
Of course you may want this 





bonbon — some 
men drink soda 
water. Then, 
too, she may have 
scrambled back 
into the airship 
before you could 
weigh anchor. 
You must now 
decide quickly 
whether you will 
scuttle the ship like a true buc- 
caneer, or take the tiller and 
steer for some cozy tree-top 
where you can build a nest. 
Perhaps in your quandary you 
think to give her one last hug — 
and lot there is a stampede of 
the bacillus sentimentalis from 



her lips to yours. The apoth- 
ecary has no antiseptic that will 
save you now; better visit an in- 
stallment-plan house furnisher. 
When you are selecting fold- 
ing beds, clothes wringers, and 
muffin pans, don't forget a rub- 
ber plant and a canary. You 
are going to have a perfectly 
lovely time, so draw up your 
chair, secure your napkin under 
your chin, and prepare to enjoy 
your sliced peaches and whipped 




■^<ES?»r» 




AMPUTATING 

THE 

MERCENARY 




iJOMEN usually get 
what they want; consequently 
we may expect the mercenary 
one to be rich in the products 
of the earth. Such traits are 
hereditary and usually imply an 




inheritance as well. Though 
papa and Santa Claus may have 
endowed her on a Carnegie- 
library basis, it is not enough; 
avarice, like a tumor, grows. 
Her father's fortune may never 
miss the bounty she enjoys, 
but, like a weasel that runs 
from one fat rooster to the 



other without actually eating 
any of them, this lady is for- 
ever hinting at theater parties 
and suppers, organizing bridge 
games, and doing what she can 
to prevent men from becoming 
misers. 

Since rubies and sapphires first 
glittered, maidens have had their 
hearts made glad by stringing 
these gems about their , 

vitals. Since the 
Children of — ^ 

Israel 




bowed down to the Golden 
Calf, most all other children — 
and especially the females — 
have bowed down to anything 
golden from a cow to a kitten. 
That is not their fault, and 
their progenitors are not here 
to be reprimanded, so let us 
not tarry with lamentation that 
even bovines 
who walk on 
their hind legs, 
albeit golden, 
are still in de- 
mand. 

Jeweled 
women are too 
well worth 
while to aban- 





don them to the cud chewing 
of gilt calves, so let us cast 
about for a magic wand with 
which to crack through this 
diamond and emerald veneer 
and get at the bright red heart 
that throbs within. Unfortu- 
nately, this lady is a realist, a 




^n^ 



materialist, and if you would 
suggest winding a rope of dew- 
drops about her throat she would 
be vexed immeasurably, so don't 
waste any breath on poetic junk 
about the blue of the sky sur- 
passing a turquoise or the ir- 
idescence of soapsuds ridicul- 
ing an opal. If you are in a 



cafe she will probably order her 
brougham; if you are in her 
parlor she is certain to summon 
the butler and have you evicted. 
There is absolutely but one 
course to pursue — get a kit of 
tools like a cracksman carries. 
You want a dark lantern, rub- 
ber-soled shoes, a jimmy, a black 
mask and a six- 
shooter — and do 
it quick I If you 
are trembling, 
calm your- 
self, for 
I speak 
but the 
language 
of bur- 





glary without in- 
dorsing its vio- 
^ Icnce. 

You must, 
however, em- 
ploy innumerable shamefaced 
lies and urge a very brief court- 
ship. Go in debt for the rest 
of your life on an engagement 
ring that will dim her entire 
jewel case and slip it indiffer- 
ently into a box of bonbons when 
you present it. If she comments 
favorably, shrug your shoulders 
and wonder how such trinkets 
can interest one. Intimate that 
your reason for carrying an In- 
gersoll watch is a disdain for 
baubles — and meanwhile let 



your tailor throw a daily fit over 
the frequency of your orders 
and the scarcity of your checks. 
When you dine out with the 
lady, take her to the most over- 
decorated salle a manger a la 




Louis Quatorze in town, but 
pose as a dyspeptic yourself and 
say that your physicians insist 
on total abstinence — but keep 
urging the rare dainties and the 





old vintages on 

her. She will 

neither eat nor 

drink much if 

she has to do it 

alonej but when 

you get the bill, even though 

you know it means privation 

for the remainder of the week, 

pay it as if disappointed at the 

trifling total, and make some 

sarcastic comment on the poor 

food and wretched service. 

A betrothal based on such 
green goods must be short, to 
which this woman will make 
no objections. She has no ro- 
mantic poppycock she fears to 
destroy by housekeeping, and 




IS as impatient _ '>'■ 

to spend your money 
as you are to spend hers. The 
honeymoon may get a jolt 
when she sees your bank bal- 
ance; but laugh, and remember 
that alimony never annoys poor 
men, and heiresses are usually 
too proud to squeal when stuck. 



Pack your trunk and move 
to her home until in utter des- 
peration your father - in - law 
gives you a home of your own. 
Don't try to pawn your self- 
respect, for while you will not 
need it any longer, it is so fraz- 
zled by now that you will get 
nothing on it. Just throw it 
in with the old clothes you send 
to the Salvation Army, lay in a 
large stock of sticking plasters, 
and calmly adjust your palate 
to pate de foie gras and bur- 
gundy. 





( \^f 



^" 



TREPANNING 
THE 

BLASE 




3|HIS woman has pre- 
sumably lost her girlish giggle; 
she moves slowly and talks with 
a drawl. She is scrupulously 
correct about her dress, largely 
from force of habit, for she at 




least feigns to be utterly indif- 
ferent about men's admiration. 
She smokes cigarettes of her 
own brand with a fascinating 
grace, and she is quick to com- 
plain if a cocktail is too sweet. 
She is apt to have taken a 
fling at bridge or athletics after 
teas and cotillions began to bore 
her. If her whims were grati- 



fied by wealth, she probably 
knows as much about riding to 
hounds or running an automo- 
bile as she does about eyebrow 
pencils, or the arts of uphol- 
stery as applied to dressmaking. 
If I thought she had reached 
the period of wire springs and 
sawdust I would not continue, 





but I nevertheless warn you not 
to anticipate an ingenue when 
a woman affects ennui. 

It may be a pose — very likely 
it is, at least partially so, but do 



not strip the mask off a person 
merely because she is playing 
a part. How disheveled ladies 
would look if we demanded 
truth, and went about jerking 
the rats from under their pom- 
padours, or the switches from 
beneath their marcel waves. A 
man would indeed be a brute 
and a suicide as well, if he pried 
too far into the corset maker's 
art. 

Let us, therefore, rather offer 
praise that whereas the 
science of embalm- 
ing may have 
deteriorated 
since the 
Pharos mum- 




mies were consigned to their 
lotus decorated sarcophagi, we 
still have with us face and fig- 
ure specialists who excel in 
preserving the illusions of youth 
and coquetry. Skin 
may wrinkle, muscles 
shrivel, and vertebrje 
wabble 





knoweth 
it not — 
praised be 
Allah! 

Grant- 
ing that 
with frescoing and filling in a 
lady of thirty-five may still be 
tempting, let us meditate as to 
how she can be aroused from 
her coma. Is there not a syringe 
in the tool chest that might ad- 
minister a stimulating hypo- 
dermic ? Let us see. Put your 
ear between her shoulder blades 
and tap her chest. Yes, her 
arteries are still filled with 
blood; it has merely stopped 
circulating. She requires a vio- 




lent thrill that 
will rattle her 
molars. If she 
lives in a frame 
house defy the 
criminal code and 
set the place on fire. 
Rush up a blazing lad- 
der and carry her from 
a top story window down 
through smoke and flames to 
a soft spot in the woodshed. 

If her domicile is not so in- 
flammable, invite her to an all- 
night restaurant, get into an 
altercation with the waiter, 
squirt a siphon of seltzer at the 
proprietor when he attempts to 
adjust the squabble, and then 



start hurling cut glass carafes 
and silver trays at the other 
diners, whirl cuspidors at the 
chandeliers, and wine coolers 
at the street windows. Reserve 
a shad plank or a beefsteak 
platter for the inevitable police, 
and struggle every step of the 
way to the sidewalk. Presto — 
miiadi is at your feet I 





Refined sen- 
sibilities may ab- 
hor a scene, and 
a subdued escort de- 
parting in a patrol wagon 
/ may not be precisely as a 
knight riding forth to combat j 
but the spirit of valor can be as 
evident in an atmosphere of 
capsized tables and phlegmatic 
policemen, as when armorial 
trappings glistened in the tour- 



ney. Hero worship is as much 
a part of woman as corset 
stays, and the martyr spirit is 
never deeper than the epider- 
mis, so should you be fined 
the next day for disorderly 
conduct, you may rely upon 
her tender sympathy accom- 
panying the verdict of the 
court. 

And remember that though 
it may be easier to dip from a 
surface spring than to bore an 
artesian well, if you 
do strike a deep vein 
you will have a gusher. 
Slip your thermometer 
under her tongue — 
her fever is raging! 





It is both yel- 
low and scarlet, 
and moi e 
conta- 
gious-^ 
than 
cholera. 
The Pasteur 

treatment '??' 

may spare 

you from i abies but there 
is no antitoxin in all the 
materia medtca that 
offers any relief to the young 
man who is bitten by a re- 
juvinated dame whose face is 
a panorama of warfare be- 
tween crowfeet and cosmetics. 
All the disinfectants in the dis- 



pensary cannot check the epi- 
demic. Burn sulphur, sprinkle 
lime about, or take a mustard 
foot-bath — you are doomed. 
Put on your mackintosh and 
rubber boots, and raise your 
umbrella, for you are about to 
be deluged in real love. 




THE 

AUTOPSY 

CONCLUDED 




^OW, gentlemen, a 
bunch of orchids, a box of bon- 
bons, and a bit of incoherent 
jabbering will not suffice. 
This is an era of systematizing 
in business and so it should be 
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in love-making, 
which is not a 
mere game of 
chance, but an 
exact science, 
every move of 
which 
can be re- 
duced to 

formulje with all the precision 
of whist leads or the attack and 
defense of the salle d'armes. 
I have given you infallible in- 
structions for classifying wom- 
en. I have simplified the rules 
of the game and expounded 
them to you. I have put in 



your hands weapons of unerr- 
ing accuracy adapted to every 
exigency of the sport. 

If you now choose to volley 
with billiard cues or carom with 
tennis racquets you are respon- 
sible to yourself alone. If you 
try to dust off ivory miniatures 
with baseball bats, or endeavor 
to make three baggers with 
feather dusters, I again insist 




that the curses should fall on 
your heads, not mine. 

You have been taught to lead, 
parry, feint, guard, and lunge, 
and if at last you are disarmed 
and mortally wounded, you will 
merely have met the fate of 
most duelists who crossed ra- 
piers with a woman, nor need 





you weep 
over the 
bier of your 
artifice, for 
best you are 
clumsy swordsmen, 
and only in defeat 
can you hope for triumph. 

No longer, however, does the 
laurel wreath go only to the 
brow of him whose adversary 
is slain. The method of more 
modern gladiators who divide 
the purse, and gentlemen of 
honor who agree on blank car- 
tridges, is the vogue where Cu- 
pid referees. But whereas we 
admit fraud and finesse in the 
arts of courtship and coquetry. 







they are not the fake of the 
prize ring nor the farce of the 
code duello. It is merely a 
paradoxical encounter where for 
either to win, both must lose; 



nor can either lose without both 
winning. 

The field of femininity unlike 
all other battle grounds gives 
equal laurels to the victor and 
vanquished, for when sham op- 
ponents are firing at the same 
target, to whom shall we award 
the hit ? If a man and a maiden 
reach the same goal at the same 
instant, is not the race a draw? 




And if the patient recovers and 
the surgeon receives his fee, is 
not the operation a success? 
GREAT IS CUPID I 



THE END 



i 



